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THE PRESIDENT’S DUTY.* 
Hayes: “Veto!” — Kearney: “Then I’ll secede!” — Haves: ‘‘ Then, I'll veto that, too!” 


*) Our map of the Great United States and the little California is sticuTiy different from the maps usually poblished. 
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PUCK’S PANTHEON. 
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MILLIONAIRES MISERIES, 
OTHING gives us more sincere pleasure 
than to be able to say a word in con- 
firmation of any of the dicta of Holy 
Writ; and the delightful character of such a 
privilege is, moreover, much enhanced by the 
comparative infrequency with which oppor- 
tunities for exercising it are offered. Therefore, 
whenever we can, conscientiously and reason- 
ably, find a chance to back up, as it were, the 
patriarchs and prophets, major and minor, we 
avail ourselves thereof with all the zeal and 
spontaneity of a country druggist offering his 
testimony to the virtues of a new patent me- 
dicine. 

The scriptural passage which has lately ex- 
cited our admiration is the one referring to the 
financially solid man and the dromedary: and 
the relative ease with which each one is able to 
perform certain specified feats—namely: the 
rich man to get passed into the kingdom of 
heaven; and the camel to go through the eye 
ofa needle. ‘The betting appears to be strong 
on the ship of the desert. 

It is the correctness of the position here taken 
by the Bible which pleases us; the metaphor 
we regard as weak in conception, and, in a 
literary sense, cheap, and got up ad capiaadum 
vulgus. But the facts are all there. It és much 
easier for a camel to go through the eye ofa 
needie than for a rich man to enter the king- 
dom of heaven. All that is necessary is to have 
the needle and the camel of the right’ propor- 
tionate sizes. A big needle and a small and 
willing camel will do it any day. 

But as to arich man’s getting into the abode 
of the blessed—that is, in point of ease and 
possibility, comparable only to the squaring of 
the circle. For the same excellent authority 
that puts up so liberally for the bactrian has also 
informed us that as we brought nothing into 
this world, most assuredly we can take nothing 
out of it. Which seems, when we look at it 
from all points, a square thing. 

If, for instance, the late Mr. Cornelius Van- 
derbilt could have checked any baggage when 
he took his last free trip, it is fair to doubt 





whether this bright and beautiful earth would 


have retained on its broad and blooming sur- 
face anything more portable than the anchorage 
of the Brooklyn Bridge. 

And yet the system has its disadvantages. 

‘he rich man who passes through mortuary 
bankruptcy; and exempts no personal property 
save his identity, one pair of wings and a 
crown of glory; leaves behind him, as a general 
thing, a much more numerous family than he 
ever flattered himself he possessed; and every 
member of this family party is an heir, pre- 
sumptive or possessive; and although the de- 
signated inheritors are an unobtrusive, conser- 
vative set of people, all for peace and quietness, 
the remainder of the relatives constitute a 
very vivacious crowd. 

The inabilitity of our millionaires to take 
their millions with them into the after-glow is 
a great source of dissension among brothers 
and sisters. Long ago, away back in Genesis, 
Cain and Abel fought over a sacrifice. Just 
so Cornelius J. and William H. fight to-day. 
Cornelius says that William ought to make 
a sacrifice. William responds that Cornelius 
may make a burnt-offering of himself. 

How little quarrel there would have been if 
the old gentlemen, when peritonitis beckoned 
him with angel finger, had left nothing behind 
him but his debts and his character. 

Things are getting to that point that we ab- 
solutely need a Society for the Suppression of 
Heirs. Something must be done, at least, to 
put a check on their indefinite multiplication. 

If nothing else can be suggested, why will it 
not do to pass a law that all persons in, or ex- 
pecting to go into the heir business, must take 
out a special license, specifying the million- 
aire whose will they intend to break, at‘least 
six months before decease of said millionaire ? 
Amount of stake should also be particularized, 
as well as proposed grounds for old man’s 
alleged insanity. 

For if this matter be not taken in hand by 
the state; our rich men will have to joinin a 
Moribund Millionaires’ Club, or Anti-Heir As- 
sociation. 

Individual effort may accomplish something. 
It has been proposed that the opulent candi- 
date for immortality, when he feels the time is 
approaching for him to put on the ready-made 
garment of incorruption, whether it fit him or 
no, should gather together his heirs, and ask 
them to agree upon a satisfactory form of last 
will and testament. This plan has its advan- 
tages: if it there can be one expenditure less 
unpleasant than another to a dying millionaire, 
it must be the paying of the undertaker’s bill 
for the planting of one and all of his immediate 
relatives. 

. But in that case what would become of the 
Lawyer? —the conscientious, the public-spi- 
rited, the disinterested Lawyer? the man who 
scorns undignified haste at $200 a day—the 
man who is deterinined that if a will be broken, 
the gap shall be large enough to admit at least 
one limb of the law. 

Perhaps it is difficult for a rich man to enter 
the kingdom of heaven. Certain it is that when 
he has once got there, the lawyers will leave 
him no earthly inducement to come back. 








You can always tell when a man has sewn 
a button on his coat. He usually selects white 
thread, and takes stitch after stitch until the 
needle can no longer be forced through, and a 
heavy ridge of cotton rises above the surface. 
There are some trifling little accidents that 
invariably accompany man’s usurpation of wo- 
man’s rights in this connection—but we don’t 
want to ridicule our own sex too severely. The 
point of this joke, as Captain Bunsly would 
have said, “lies in the application on it’’—and 
the best application we know of is a flax-seed 
poultice. 





Puckerings. 


A NEAT business—The cattle trade. 





THE absorbing question—‘‘ What will you 
drink ?” 





THE city which produces all the telephones— 
Electri-city. 





THE approaching pedestrian tournament will 
be a walk over for O’Leary. 





It’s not very difficult to keep an umbrella-- 
that belongs to somebody else. 





MOTHER EVE was always a good little girl at 
school. She never went out without leaf. 





NOTHING is so characteristic of the ‘‘ ama- 
teur ” actor as the way he chews on the tail end 
of that very expressive epithet. 





THE graceful, practiced skater has no end 
of fun, and is to be envied; but the man who 
can’t keep hisequilibrium on the ice is certainly 
better off. 





Ir four far-things make a penny, then old Sol, 
the moon, and a couple of first-class planets 
thrown in don’t amount to much. Give us a 
good ¥ for this and a glass of milky whey. 





Do Marne girls ‘‘ Bangor” curl their hair? 
—N.Y. Mail. Oh, they arrange it in a ‘‘Calais” 
sort of way.— Boston Fost. Yes, and “ Au- 
gusta ’’ wind will “ Rouen” it no matter how 
** Nice” it looks. 





THE charming young poetess and actress of 
the Union Square is variously reported by 
western papers as feeding young alligators in 
Florida and riding mustangs in Mexico. How 
could they Jewett? 





A NEWSPAPER correspondent reports that, 
‘‘at the recent meeting of Sorosis, a long pa- 
per on woman, from Eve down to Susan B. 
Anthony, was read by Prof. John Weiss.” Had 
he nothing to say of the women of the present 
century ? 





HanNnaH Murcu, of Warsaw, having ob- 
tained a decree of divorce from her husband, 
celebrated the event by going on a regular jam- 
boree, got into a state of vulgar intoxication, 
and ended up with ten days in the county jail 
—and that’s Warsaw mazzer wiz ’Annah! 





“ WHERE was Moses when the light went 
out ?” 

Ahem!. If Moses and his girl had been 
seated at extreme ends of the sofa all evening, 
and if the old gentleman at the centre-table, 
with a day’s paper to back him, had been giv- 
ing the indefensible Moses considerable doses 
of politics, and if, about 11 o’clock, said here- 
inbefore described ogre had concluded that it 
was time for him to retire, and had taken the 
solitary lamp to light his way up-stairs, if— 
where was Moses? Go way, child, he was car- 
ried away wid de light, fo’ shure. 
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FIAT WISDOM, 
FROM OTTAWA, KANSAS, 





WomeN are fond of lunching on sardines— 
and lots of them marry ’em. 





Pity the Canadian fashion of dressing the 
hair high doesn’t extend to the shoulders. 





‘‘ FarE, fare, with golden hair ”—Boarding- 
house butter, where there is a warm-headed 
waiter. 





BeapDon is the name of a saloon-keeper at 
Kansas City. You can get whiskey with a 
Beadon theré. 





‘* Miss ANNA Wrest, of Kasota, Minn., has 
fallen heir to $700,000.” — Western Paper. 
Oh give us A. Wrest! 





CATAPILLAR-FRINGE is all the rage for trim- 
ming spring suits. Wouldn’t “ grasshopper” 
be more appropriate ? 





A PREACHER down east is lecturing on the 
subject: ‘‘Hell should be enlarged.” Good 
gracious! Is the death-rate of book-agents 
increasing ? 





‘* VERILY, the virtuous man shall be rewarded.” 
Jess so. But we notice that corned beef is corned 
beef, and that we can’t get any more for a 
dollar than Beecher can. 





A MAN by the name of Tunze, right here in 
Ottawa, has nineteen children. And for all 
that the family hasn’t much weight. 





It’s the general understanding that three feet 
make a yard, but two feet made more than 
three yards from the porch of a Yancy Street 
residence the other evening. The old man 
will swear to it. 





A HEALTH journal says: “‘The clothes of 
different persons should, for sanitary reasons, 
be washed apart.” Sanitary be hanged —we’d 
like to strike a laundry where they wouldn’t 
wash our shirts apart. 





A HELPLEss waif on life’s cold sea, 
A darling week-old boy; 

Death hurls a dart into his heart— 
Alas! a wee cold boy. 

Now who doth know but ’tis better so 
Then be a weak old boy ? 


E.uis M. CLARKE. 








THE PRESIDENT’S DUTY. 


0 “TILL he veto Ir? At the time when 
Puck is opened and read by a long- 
ging world, this conundrum will have 

been answered; either Mr. Hayes will have said 

VETO to any action of Congress which dis- 

honored the national name for fair-dealing with 

other countries; or else Mr. Hayes will have 
allowed the bill to pass away without the Exe- 
cutive signature which alone can give it life. 

But then Kearneyfornee. That great State 
will secede from us! And what will we poor 
miserable little States—thirty-odd of us—do 
then? - 

We haven’t any gold mines or hoodlums or 
cheap wines or Palace hotels or leaders like 
Kearney. We have institutions which teach us 
that this is a country of immigrants, and has 
been so since the days of Columbus; and that 
the unwritten law of the land says to all the 
world “‘ Welcome! Our ports are open!” 





But Kearneyfornia has got its Bonanza 
back up, and it is going to control some other 
portions of a somewhat populous, successful 
and intelligent country by bulldozing it into 
kicking out a lot of moon-eyed lecherous wash- 
board holders, ironers and diggers. And if 
Mr. Hayes sees fit to put his V-toes on this bill 
of Congress, the entire American idea as now 
represented at home and abroad must cease 
forever. 

Now-a-days we are entertained by the pleas- 
ant pictures of suddenly enriched bartenders 
and mule-drivers rushing over the land, and 
over the ocean and over Europe, with their 
loudly dressed wives and their display of door- 
knob diamonds, seeking to exhibit the Ameri- 
can citizen abroad. The average European 
when he meets an American expects to be 
dazzled by diamonds, saluted with a bowie- 
knife, and be spat over with tobacco juice. 
This sort of American comes from Kearney- 
fornee. And generally he is that sort of Ameri- 
can who was not born in America. 

So if the Kearney State secedes from us 
the American idea will have to be represented 
by such low fellows as Longfellow, who writes 
poetry, forsooth! 

And Mr. Morse and Mr. C. Field, who were 
merely operators of telegraph wires. And B. 
Franklin, who also had some ideas as to electri- 
city. ‘There are some other people, such as 
Wash. Irving, D. Webster, A. Jackson, W. H. 
Prescott, who tried to convey the American 
idea at home and abroad; but at present the 
Bonanza Grand Duke is our Extra-ord-inary 
Minister and Plenipotentiary Resident abroad. 

If Kearneyfornee secedes we lose this sort of 
Representative of our tricks and our manners 
here and elsewhere. 

And if Mr. Hayes vetoes the anti-Chinese 
Bill— 

Perhaps he will also veto the Kearneyfornee 
secession notion. 





PUCK’S PULPIT PUPPET. 














How tHE O_p THING Works. 


THE TENEMENT QUESTION. 


T has recently seemed proper to certain 
well-paid clergymen of this city to preach 
at the tenement houses with which their 

out-lying suburbs are cursed. We don’t want 
to carry the war into Africa, in the sense of 
robbing the poor African of his flannel-shirt, 
his cocked-hat, his soldier-coat, in pay for 
reading his Bible. But we are reminded that 
once the Governor of North Carolina, after 
feasting the Governor of South Carolina; and 
having been told by the Governor of S. C. that 
the same would be reciprocated, telegraphed: 


‘*Tt’s a long time between drinks!” 


And therefore it seems to us that it is a long 
time since the eyes of the benevolent people 
of this city ceased to fix themselves upon Africa 
and looked at home. If there is a mote in the 
eye of the savage of Borrioboola-Gha, there is 
a greater beam in the wretched eyes of the so- 
called civilized denizens of our horrible tene- 
ment houses. There is no paper—even the so- 
called police and sensational journals—pub- 
lished in this country that would dare print the 
facts, as reporters know them, of tenement 
house life in this city. When the outer world 
—the better-fed and better-housed world— 
knows anything about tenement house life, it 
gets it in its morning papers. 

And it reads: 


** The details are unfit for publication.” 
‘¢ His Honor—‘ What did:she say?’ 
*¢ Witness—‘ Well, she said 


vr 





Or again: 
«¢ Our reporter, used as he is to scenes of total deprav- 


ity, finds it impossible to give any adequate description 
of the horrors of that house,” etc., etc. 


But all this time we good church people, who 
read our Bibles, or Korans, or What-nots, have 
been giving red flannel to the African sweating 
under 150° of Fahrenheit; while about our 
own doors, beside our churches, almost rub- 
bing against us in our daily walk, were the ter- 
rible Tenement Houses. 

Dear Bro. Smugg, when you go to your Mon- 
day meeting of your Conference sleek, shiny- 
hatted and well-umbrella’d, please find out how 
much money your people have spent within the 
last five years to convert the Heathen abroad; 
and how much to save the Christian at home. 

This is the milk in the cocoanut which we 
want to get at. 

The nigger who chaws up missionaries is a 
disagreeable Fact, and certainly he ought to be 
saved. 

The bad, wicked Injun who cuts off our hair 
with a hatchet is a Sorrow, and also ought to 
be saved. 

The Heathen Chinee—well, as he gives us 
Clean Shirts, perhaps we can let him go his 
celestial way, after his own fashion. 

But for the man, the woman and the child 
who live in Tenement Houses, what shall we 
do for them ? 

The funny fancy of New York to-day is that 
Rapid Transit is our panacea for all evils. But 
it merely takes the Tenement House public 
from a down-town curse to an up-town horror, 

We have a Board of Health, a Building De- 
partment, Societies for the Prevention of Cru- 
elty to Animals and Children, and thousands 
of people who are spending hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars to help the suffering poor. 

But still the Tenement House stands. 

Who will be the first to strike at the root of 
the evil and tear the Tenement House down ? 

Health, morals, public policy seem to de- 
mand that our poorer classes should have pro- 
per homes. 





Puck has spoken. Now for the answer! 
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PUCK, 





PERFUME. 


AM the spirit of wooded steep, 
I I roam at will through quiet dells, 
And find pale palaces of sleep 
. In lilybells. 
I steal o’er beds of balmy moss 
Where erst the silvery brooklet ran; 
I’m charmed while hiding in the floss 
Of Laura’s fan. 


I dwell on airs of precious ease 
{I trust this will be understood); 
I’m loved by humming-birds and bees 
And Clara Hood. 


I shrink from gusts of rain and storm 
In some blush-rose’s bosom gay; 
Full oft I stray through gardens warm 
Ia far Cathay. 


Some fond Sultana’s curls of gold 
I kiss, and steal through cloudland’s tents; 
In bottles I am often sold 
For fifty cents. 


Through orchard aisles I gayly flow, 
I am a shy, coquettish elf, 
And really this is all I know 
About myself. 
R. K. MunkKITTRICK. 








A CHARITY. 


rr must be growing obvious to the dullest 
intellect that the usual ‘ittle dodges by 
which our great American prima-donnas 
—both of the theatre and the opera—seek to 
give themselves a little extra-professional ad- 
vertising, are about played out. One cannot 
help seeing that it will no longer do for Mme. 
di Murska and Modjeska, Countess Bozenta, to 
get their diamonds burgled in the same week; 
or for Miss Clara Morris to suffer her 599th 
runaway just as Mme. Marie Réze announces 
her initial equine adventure. There is an ab- 
solute need of novelty in this line. The dearth 
of originality displayed in the star advertising 
business is positively painful. Rignold, Scott- 
Siddons, Marie Roze, Clara Morris, Minnie 
Hauk, Etelka Gerster—all play the same old 
diamond racket, the eternal, tiresome old bur- 


glary, that has long ago palled .on the public’ 


taste. : 

Something new must be done. 

We will do it. 

If there is no one else to shoulder the re- 
sponsibility, Puck will take it upon himself. 

He has carefully considered the subject, and 
he has, with great care, arranged a system of 
formulas for advertising, adapted to the needs 


. of our various stellar attractions, which he 


hereby places at the service of all popular 
stars. 

It will be observed that each special form is 
especially adapted to the needs of particular 
individuals; thereby introducing a highly ar- 
tistic element hitherto unknown to the business. 


FORM A. 


Mme. ***#*#*, the charming cantatrice, was 
the victim of a most extraordinary accident on 
Saturday last. While passing out of the thea- 
tre in Keokuk, Iowa, her long and luxurious 
hair became entangled in the drag-rope of a 
balloon which had just ascended from the pub- 
lic square in the same town; and it was not 
until she had been carried over two churches 
and the City Hall that she was rescued by the 
heroic efforts of a young man of the highest 
social position in Keokuk, who courageously 





ascended a barber’s pole and with his penknife 
severed one silky curl from the head of the 
lovely singer. It is rumored that the young 
gentleman, whose name is well known to many 
of our readers, is the victim of a hopeless at- 
tachment to the angelic creature it was his good 
fortune to rescue from an agonizing death. 

[Suitable for a prima donna of Her Majesty’s 
Hopera Company; or dramatic star of the first 
magnitude. Will not do for readers or lec- 
turers, Color and style of hair should be filled 
in. 

} FORM B. 

A remarkable instance of presence of mind 
and sustained fortitude is afforded by the mar- 
velous exploit of Miss ******, chronicled in 
our New Jersey exchanges. It appears that 
this lovely lady, who had just been playing a 
most successful engagement in the town of 
South Brickville, had retired to rest in her 
apartments in the ***** Hotel [chance to ring 
in supplementary puff of landlord], when she 
was awakened by a buzzing sound in her very 
ear. Rising and lighting the lamp, the brave 
actress found herself confronted by a Jersey 
mosquito of the largest size, and of a most 
ferocious aspect. To snatch a slat from the 
bed was the work of a moment—one vigorous 
blow, and the monster lay weltering in his gore. 
Then, without calling her attendant, who was 
sleeping in the next room, Miss ***** retired 
to her bed, and slept calmly and sweetly until 
morning. We need scarcely remind our read- 
ers that the profession to which the heroine of 
this marvelous adventure belongs is one distin- 
guished for its courage under trying circum- 
stances; and it certainly can boast no worthier 
member than the adorable star of the ***** 
Combination. 

[Good for leading ladies traveling with their 
own companies. Especially useful for big and 
comparatively unattractive women. Excellent 
opportunity to notice maker of noiseless bed- 
bottom. Or poker may be substituted for slat 
as weapon, with mention of hardware manufac- 
turer. ] 

FORM C. 


The finger of fate seems to pursue America’s 
favorite ‘ragedienne, Miss *****, wherever she 
goes. The Lady Macbeth of the period is at 
present confined to her bed in the **** Hotel, 
having been seriously injured by a most dis- 
tressing and unusual accident, which occurred 
on Tuesday of last week. Miss ***** had just 
returned from a rehearsal of Lucretia Borgia, 
and was about to ascend the broad flight of 
stairs leading from the palatial marble vestibule 
of the popular hotel favored by her presence, 
when she caught her foot in the balusters, and 
suddenly fell uf the entire flight, landing with 
great force on the second story. Mr. ****, the 
affable manager of the hotel, says that no simi- 
lar disaster has ever come under his notice; 
and from a man of his vast experience in the 
business this may be accepted as conclusive. 
Our readers will be pleased to learn that Miss 
*##*%'s condition is improving. 

[Good for middle-aged ladies in the heavy 
line. Special rates should be made for the no- 
tice of the hotel-clerk.] 


FORM D. 


Ir is not generally known that in early life 
Miss *****, the loveliest of /udiets, was the he- 
roine of a most thrilling romance. In her 
childhood the beautiful Shaksperian artiste 
lived in a retired street in Cincinnati. Next 
door dwelt an old man who had at one time 
been a traveling showman, and the proprietor 
of a large menagerie. In his old age the re- 
tired zodlogist, unable to sever entirely his con- 
nection with his former profession, kept in his 
back-yard a huge and venerable giraffe, the 





only solace of his declining years. Miss *****’s 
room was in the rear of her father’s house, and 
as she sat at her window on pleasant afternoons, 
she frequently observed the large dark eyes of 
the noble animal fixed upon her with an ex- 
pression of pathetic intelligence. Wrapped up 
in her own sweet innocence, the future orna- 
ment of the stage attached but little signifi- 
cance to this extraordinary incident. Years 
passed on, and the frail and delicate girl grew 
into a blooming woman.. One night as she 
slept the light and refreshing slumber of purity 
and peace, she was awakened by the sound of 
breaking glass. Scarcely daring to move, she 
half opened her eyes, and saw, by the silvery 
glimmer of the moon, a gigantic head slowly 
coming in through the fractured sash. The 
chilly perspiration burst forth upon her marble 
brow; but with wonderful nerve she remained 
silent. The head gradually approached her; 
and bending gently over her, deposited a ten- 
der kiss upon the velvety lips now blanched by 
terror; and then, without uttering a sound, 
withdrew. When the morning dawned, the 
neighbor’s giraffe was found stretched upon the 
stones of the back-yard, cold in death, with 
his neck extended to its utmost extent. Miss 
*##%% is now filling an engagement at the 
*#%4*® Theatre. 

[Very strong, and should be used with ex- 
treme discretion. Most useful in distant up- 
country circuits. Where absolutely necessary, 
the giraffe may be made an elephant; in which 
case the advertisee sleeps in the basement. ] 


FORM E. 


A delightful bit of repartee is attributed to 
Miss *****, the pretty ingénue of the ***** 
Theatre. This lady, who is quite famous for 
her keen wit and brilliant conversational pow- 
ers, was recently conversing, in the pauses of 
the rehearsal, with Mr, *****, the well-known 
journalist, and author of the new play an- 
nounced for immediate production at this fav- 
orite temple of comedy. 

“Miss *****” said the gentleman (who is 
quite a humorist in his way), ‘‘1 believe your 
ambition is to play leading business ?” 

“* My dear sir,’’ responded the fair sou- 
brette— 

What the fair soubrette responded will be 
found in Pucx’s ‘‘ Prima Donna’s Own Puffist, 
and Star’s Vade Mecum,” to be published in a 
few weeks. ‘This valuable work will contain 
full and specific formulas for the gratuitous ad- 
vertisement of stars and local favorites of every 
grade, of which formulas the above are a few 
samples, chosen at random. The book has 
been prepared with the greatest care, under the 
editorial supervision of one of the best known 
and most experienced advance agents in the 
country; and the extremely low price— 50 
cents—will put it within the reach of all. 

In connection with the above, we are re- 
quested to publish the following communica- 
tion, just recvived from the original boss orphan 
of the famous brace: 


**Two ORPHANS’? COMBINATION, 
ON THE ROAD, March Ist, 779. 


I hereby warn any and all persons, stars, 
prima donnas, variety artists and others, from 
infringing upon my own private patented sys- 
tem of 


CONFLAGRATION ADVERTISEMENT, 


which was invented, developed and duly copy- 
righted by me. All imitators will be prose- 
cuted to the full extent of the law. 

The public is warned to accept no counter- 
feits. Look for my name and trademark (regis- 
tered) on the genuine article. 


[Signed.] K, CLaxTon, 
Inventrix and Patentee. 
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DIALOGUE PROBABLE. 
SENATOR THURMAN: —“‘Shall we, sir, recognize these copper colored lepers as men 


and brothers ?—TuHe CHair: —‘‘ Never.” 











CIVIL SERVICE COMPETITIVE 
EXAMINATION. 

HE Hayes Civil Service Reform has be- 
gun by requiring applicants for $1200 a 
year positions in the Custom House to 

undergo a competitive examination on various 


subjects. 
Puck always distances his contemporaries in 


enterprise, and this instance is no exception | 


to the rule, as he is, through the influence of 


his friends in the Cabinet, enabled to lay be- | 


fore his readers the advance sheets of the ex- 
amination papers. 
They are as follows: 


ELEMENTS OF ACCOUNTS AND BOOK-KEEPING. 

1. Define the terms Addition, Division and 
Silence. 

2. What is the most approved method of re- 
ceiving a ten-dollar bill without being seen by 
a deputy collector? 

3. By what well-known rule would you dis- 
criminate in passing the last of a pile of entries, 
first ? 

4. Are you in the habit of paying cash for 
your drinks, or does the bar-keeper keep your 
account by single or double entry? 

5. What is your candid opinion of a Custom 
House broker or merchant, who doesn’t fee 
you to put his work through? 


HISTORY. 

1. Give a short account of all the people 
you ever heard of, who have lost their heads. 

2. Who was George Washington, and did 
he ever tell a lie? 

3. Was Smith First Lord of the Admiralty 
under Polk’s administration ? 

4. Trace the connection between the Loco- 
focos and our present political sewerage system. 

5. By historical tradition, what position in 
the Custom House would you choose if you 
could appoint yourself ? 


GEOGRAPHY. 
1. Where is Wall Street, and give its bound- 
aries ? 











2. Where does the Atlantic Ocean take its 
rise? 

3. Which is the nearest route from the 
Custom House to Delmonico’s ? 

4. Name and locate the principal Gin Mills 
that you patronize when you can get anybody 
to stand the drinks. 


ENGLISH GRAMMAR, 


1. Can you swear? If so, give a list of your 
favorite oaths and the circumstances under 
which you use them. , 

2. Which is the more elegant mode of ex- 
pression, ‘‘ How much is this job worth?” or 
“Ts this job worth $25 ?” 

3. Is it more correct to say “what will you 
take to drink ?”” than “ what will you have to 
drink?” 

APPRAISIOLOGY. 


1. Specify the differences between sweet po- 
tatoes, Valenciennes lace, corrosive sublimate, 
crépe de Chine, fine-tooth Combs, Worcester- 














shire sauce, railroad iron, papier maché, en- 
caustic tiles, Amati violins and Yarmouth bloat- 
ers. 

2. How much did the above cost per pound 
on the rst April, 1779, and what is their present 
market price, on the Timbuctoo Produce Ex- 
change? 

3. Why is it necessary to drink more wine 
than vinegar in fixing the respective values of 
these fluids ? 

ARITHMETIC, 


1. What is the meaning of “ 2 per cent. of 
your salary for political party purposes”? 

2. Do you think you could hold your position 
if you didn’t pay it? 

3- Would you pay 5 per cent. of your salarv 
to keep the Republican party in power? 

4. How many cents are there in a trade 
dollar? 

5. Explain in a clear and concise manner 
the special peculiarities of ex Secretary Robe- 
son’s new method of reckoning, and why in 
his case it proved so signally successful. 

EXAMINER IN - CHIEF — Ex-President Grant. 
ASSISTANT EXAMINERS—Ex- Secretary Robe- 
son, ex-Secretary Belknap, Colonel Babcock, 
Schuyler Colfax and Dennis Kearney. 


A MELOMANIAC PUNSTER. 





New York, Marcu 2d, 1879. 
To the Editor of Pucx—Sir: 


A friend writes: I Gerster better not Hauk 
Kellogg around any more amongst the crit- 
ics. Her star Réze to its zenith years ago 
and has not set yet. It’s my opinion she will 
never Mari-o! never. You can make a Marc-o’ 
that. She takes little stock in the verb Aimée. 
Nor does she Cary snap for all the Litta criti- 
cisms in the papers, for she is Lucca in all her 
efforts. She dines lightly before the opera, 
but never forgets her Patti or her Sontag. If 
her father was an Abbott, no one knew it. All 
Prima Donnas are gifted with many sterling 
qualities. Some have naturally fine voices. 
Others gain Thursby hard study. I went up 
to Albani last week to see the Bishop about a 
Granger, who used to Hayes around with me 
when I was a youth. We had a pleasant chat 
and when I ‘Roze to go he asked me to Adelina 
so to his letter to Puck, the funniest and best 
illustrated paper in the country. 





OPERA. 


ON THE WRONG PLANK. 








THE MISTAKE MADE BY SEVERAL WOULD-BE PRESIDENTS. 
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NEW MUSIC. 


We have just received from Messrs. W. A. 
Pond & Co. a handsomely printed piece of mu- 
sic, by the rising young German composer, Mr. 
L, Beethoven. 

It is called on the title page ‘A Pastoral 
Symphony in A minor bb., 75 cents net;” and 
is decidedly the most ambitious work that Mr. 
Beethoven has so far given us. His previous 
productions, so far as we are familiar with 
them, have been principally performances of a 
lighter order—pot-pourris, galops and varia- 
tions on popular airs. 

It is always our object to encourage strug- 
gling genius, and we take great pleasure in giv- 
ing Mr. Beethoven’s little symphony the bene- 
fit of as extended a notice as our space will 
permit. 

The “ Pastoral Symphony” is designed to 
express, in a musical way, the emotions and 
ideas incident to a little pleasure-trip into the 
rural districts. It is divided into five move- 
ments; namely: 

Introductory. 
Arrival. 
Episode. 

Another Episode. 
Return. 


Of these we propose to give a brief critical 
sketch, treating of each in order. 

The first movement is the ‘ Introductory.” 
This represents the traveler leaving the city 
for his little picnic. It begins with a beauti- 
fully orchestrated passage picturing the man 
buying his ticket at the railway-station. The 
impudence of the ticket-seller and the profanity 
of the purchaser are well rendered; and a fine 
realistic effect is produced by the introduction 
of the click of the registering date stamp. 

Next comes a beautiful legato passage “ In 
the train.” Charming, however, as this part 
of the work is, we must confess that it fairly 
lays its able author open to the charge of 
plagiarism. ‘The sand-paper effects, illustrating 
the letting off of steam, are unquestionably 
cribbed from Mr. Simon Hassler’s “ Railway 
Polka.” Still, this is but a trifling blemish. 

This passage leads us gently to the second 
movement: “ Pleasant Impressions on Arriving 
in the Country.” Here the genius of the com- 
poser begins to show itself. A few strong and 
expressive chords on the violins show the man 
taking off his duster. He then proceeds, as 
indicated by the bass-viol, along the margin of 
a babbling rivulet (the scene is laid some- 
where back of Weehawken); which presently 
leads him into the open fields, which are just 
getting clothed (andanie) with the luxurious 
garb of spring. ‘The “‘ Budding of the Violets” 
is a tender staccato passage on the bass-drum. 
You can almost hear the violets bud. Espe- 
cially is this the case with one big violet over 
near the bassoon. The triangle and the ’celli 
are then called into requisition to indicate the 
unusually advanced state of the season. Here 
the man steps into the rivulet. This is done 
by the tuba; but the entire orchestra is called 
upon to handle the passage immediately sub- 
sequent, which is, after a fashion, personal and 
descriptive. 

The man sits down on the bank to dry his 
feet (’celli), and while thus engaged a party 
of Haymakers approach. The “‘ Chorus of the 
Haymakers” is one of the gems of the work. 
One haymaker strikes our critical ear as being 
a little out of tune; but we do not want to be 
too hard on a young man like Mr. Beethoven. 

The haymakers begin work on the grass; 
(clarinet), and one of them cuts his toe on a 
scythe (ophicleide); which obliges him to go 
to the blackberry bush in the corner of the 
field for solace in a black jug (oboe). 


- 








The way that the smell of the fragrant hay 
is brought out all a this passage is a 
masterpiece in itself. The cornet is the in- 
strument principally drawn upon for this pur- 


pose. 

,_ After a brief rest, the third movement is in- 
augurated, to use a political term. The main 
feature of this part is a thunder-storm, which 
comes on very suddenly, as soon, in fact, as 
the bassoon can get squarely down to work. 
All the instruments join in representing a pre- 
cipitate rush of the entire dramatis persone 
for a butternut tree—the nature of the tree is 
distinctly indicated in the music allotted to 
the piccolos. One piccolo shows the butter, 
and the other the nut. 

The fourth movement is again episodical; 
but it is strongly dramatic in form. The rain 
has stopped, and it clears up, with a strong 
west wind blowing from the triangle. 

The traveler goes off to a cottage in the im- 
mediate vicinity to get something to drink. 
This prestissimo passage is followed by one 
forte and agitato— damnato agitato—when the 
wayfarer finds that there is nothing but butter- 
milk in the house. Is about to drink the but- 
termilk adagio sforzando pizzicato, when a 
tramp heaves in sight (tremolo on the snare- 
drum) and offers a drink of what we judge 
from the ophicleide to be Burbin. The drink 
is taken, allegro; and a little too fast. Re- 
sult: choke on the trombone, and none left 
for the tramp. The movement closes abruptly 
when the traveler is‘asked to pay twenty-five 
cents for the buttermilk. His indignant pro- 
test necessitates the introduction of a steam 
calliope, which helps the orchestra out in 
expressing his sentiments; and the move- 
ment closes in a burst of stormy Wagnerian 
melody. 

The fifth and final movement represents the 
traveler’s return to the city by the railway. It 
is a very harmonious and artistic creation; 
being, in fact, the first movement played 
backwards; with the addition that the man 
loses his ticket, and has to pay double fare 
home. 

We trust we have dwelt sufficiently upon the 
strong points of this work to show that the 
publishers may expect a large sale for it. We 
predict a brilliant future for Mr. Beethoven if 
he will work hard, abstain from intoxicating 
liquors, and abjure false principles of art. 
There is a great deal in the young man. 








AN INSTITUTION. 


A Box Office of a big theatre is a good 
place to study human nature and to renew 
your faith in the traditions of the ancient 
martyrs. 

You see, there is a man cramped up in an 
apartment measuring three feet by four and a 


quarter; and this man is exposed to the un- |. 


tempered fury of the general populace. 


And yet the Box Office does not contribute 
largely to our insane asylums. The fact is, it 
either kills a man after the first week or two; 
or else he is a divinely commissioned genius, set 
apart for the business, and gifted with a con- 
stitution fitted to stand the wear and tear of the 
business. 

The only Box Offices that have any real cha 
racter about them are those of the Union Square 
and Wallack’s. These are the two strongest 
matinée houses, and the female custom is of the 
best and most loquacious class. 


Hence special provision is made for them. 
In all the other houses the duties of ticket-sell- 
ing devolve upon junior clerks and irresponsible 
boys. The business is treated as an art only 


| at these two houses: and the swell men of the 





establishment are selected to face the glorious 
company of the matinée belles. 

At Wallack’s they have in some sense turned 
their affliction into a blessing. A special scion 
of the family; blond and beautiful and British; 
a Piccadilly toff whose manly shoulders disdain 
an overcoat, even in the arctic inclemency of 
the severest American winter—this young An- 
tinous is turned full on at the hours most affected 
by the theatre-going fair. 

The result of this may readily be imagined. 
It turns a disagreeable task into a delightful 
privilege. It gilds a commonplace business 
transaction with a halo of romance and beauty. 
At Wallack’s, between the maid in the sealskin 
jacket who wants two seats for the matinée, 
and the lovely martyr in the Box Office, there 
is what ““My Awful Dad” would call ‘‘ Respros- 
tay.” 

It generally takes a young woman with the 
smallest pretensions to beauty about 2734 min- 
utes to decide that she wants seats in the front 
of the orchestra, and not in the back of the 
gallery. To a truly meditative mind, it is beau- 
tiful to note the thousand and one delicate 
little difficulties that are thrown in her way— 
not to discourage her, bless you; they never 
drive her away: she stays and settles them, if 
it takes all the time the suffering Antinous has 
on his hands. e 

We have known a vast deal of cardiac circus 
to grow out of the system introduced by Mr. 
Lester Wallack. ‘That Box Office averages a 
record of seventeen broken engagements a 
year, 

But at the Square things are differently man- 
aged. It is true, the reigning family is repre- 
sented in the Box Office; and the representa- 
tive is beautiful; but his beauty is not blond. 
He is dark and sad. His spirit is more 
chastened and subdued. In the depths of his 
heart he hides one sweet and secret ambition 
—to cut the Box Office for the church—to be- 
come an interesting recluse, and a member of 
the most ascetic and picturesque order pos- 
sible. And, waiting for the day when this 
fond dream shall be realized, he keeps in train- 
ing, and from his melancholy red enamel-cloth 
hermitage in the lobby goes through penances 
such as this with about goo sealskins per diem— 
when business is good: 

“Can I have two seats for to-night ?” 

“Ta 

‘Where can I have them ?” 

‘‘ Take the plan, madam.” 

“Ts this the plan?” 

ot, 

‘*What did you call it?” 

“The plan—plan of the house.” 

‘What seats can I have?” 

‘‘ These, madam.”’ 

‘“‘Can’t I have those ?” 

‘“*No, madam.” 

‘*Why not?” 

‘* Because they’re sold.” 

‘‘Oh! [pause.] Can I see from those seats ?” 

‘* Yes, madam.” 

“‘ Are you sure?” 

“ls 

‘All over the stage ?” 

**'Yes.” 

“ How much are they?’ 

‘* Three dollars.” ‘ 

‘** Aren’t the seats up stairs a dollar?” 

“Yes, madam.” 

‘‘Which do you think I’d better take?” 

“* Don’t know, I’m sure, madam,” 

** Suppose I take these, can I change them?” 

“Te. 

‘“‘Can I change them if my cousin comes, in- 
stead of me?” 

“Yes,” 

‘Is Mr. Thorne going to play to-night?” 

“Yes, madam.” 

‘*Then you think I’d better—"da capo. 


























- PUCK SUPPLEMENT. 


BANKERS. 


Te 


oa 


eo} 
o} 
° 





THE | FAITHFOOLY 


; 
| 
! 
j 


— 
nnn ae 


a aE 


? 
MES 


THE CREAT CATHOLIC LOTTERY. 
(THE PUZZLE THAT PUZZLES PORKOPOLIS.) 
Come all ye good Catholics, tho’ ye can’t understand our tricks, 
Invest in our Lottery—and set our poor Bishop free! 
And when you find out that you never can win, 


You can see where the WoLF IN SUEEP’s CLOTHING comes in! 
OFFICE OF “PUCK” 13 Ne , MAVER MERKEL A OTTMANN, LITHOG 25-25 WARREN ST. NE 
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PUCK’S | 
HISTORY OF OIRELAND. 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late Professor 
Dennis McBALLYWHACK, OF MAYNOOTH.) 








CHAPTER III, 


TOPOGRAPHICAL INFORMATION — BEING THE 
First LeEsson IN OrRISH GEOGRAPHY.— 
Some FurRTHER DEVELOPMENTS OF THE 
O1rIsH CHARACTER. 


OSS PATRICK considered that a coun- 

5) try was n.g.unlessithad a geography. So, 
FT like a wise statesman, he proceeded to 
get one up immediately. His first act was to 
divide Oireland into four Provinces, and, whe- 
ther he was drunk or sea-sick is not known, but 
he called his Provinces by the ridiculous names 
of Ulster, Munster, Connaught and Leinster. 
Ulster was so called from the coldness of the 
climate and from the natives being generally 
down at heel. Connaught derives its name 
from two Oirish words, com, to know, and 
naught, nothing. It is from this region that 
that immense class of Oirishmen, the Know- 
Nothings, have come to America. The other 
two Provinces bear names so thoroughly be- 
traying thickness of utterance that the steno- 
grapher probably put down the mumblings of 
the Hon. S. T. Patrick, as he mouthed them 
between drinks. 

The Oirish are popularly supposed to have 
been occupied, in the ‘‘ ould ancient toimes,” 
in playing on harps and sticking each other 
with pikes. This is a fallacy. The true Oirish 
trumps are clubs and spades, and, as at this 
period of their history they became somewhat 
tired of clubs, Boss Patrick took the shillelagh 
from their hands and gave them spades. 

There are two races of diggers—the Digger 
Indians and the Digger Oirish. Of these two, 
the Digger Oirish are generally considered the 
most useful, if not ornamental. Anyhow, Boss 
Patrick set his diggers at work scooping out 
canals and making mountains. But such was 
the absurd Oirish way of 


see uy 








MIXING UP REFRESHMENTS WITH WORK, 


that the canals meandered in such an entirely 
uncalled-for and ludicrous manner that the Boss 
was obliged to call them rivers. And when he 
named them, either he or his shorthand-writer 
had left their blue ribbons at home, for these 
are the ridiculous terms by which he designated 
them, viz.: The Bann, the Shannon, the Boyne, 
the Barron, the Lee, the Liffey, the Suir. It 
reminds a man of the child’s rhyme when play- 
“tag’’: ‘“‘ Eeny meeny, mony mi!” 
Nevertheless the Hon. S. T. Patrick was an 


. A rman, and when he did a thing he stuck to 
it, drunk or sober. m 


Although the Oirish are a very dry people 





and it takes the frequent fluid to moisten their 
clay, Oireland itself is a very. damp country, 
as it naturally must be since it rains there 498 
days in the year. So Boss Patrick determined 
to drain his Provinces by ‘sub-soiling; as in 
after years they were drained in quite a differ- 
ent manner. .He established a sub-soil-pipe 
‘factory in the northern part of the island, and 
put a little fellow, by name Fin McCoul, in 
charge. But as, with that peculiar perversity 
which is characteristic of the Oirish people, 
the workmen for Patrick & McCoul forgot to 
make the pipes Ao//ow, the whole concern was 
a dead burst-up. ' 

Here S. T. Patrick showed the stuff that was 
in him. He labeled his bankrupt pipe-factory 
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THE GIANT’S CAUSEWAY; 


advertised it as a show-place for tourists; and 
as there were never any giants there, and as it 
was a causeway to nowhere, that is the cause why 
it became an article of faith in the Oirish heart, 
thereby permitting Boss P. to earn much money 
galore. 

(To be continued.) 








EULOGY OF HON. ESAU BULLIGATOR ON 
THE HON. J. CHSAR SLOSH, M. C. 


(Reported by the author of *‘Aliunde, or Love Ventures.’’) 


“4 E come to bury Cesar Slosh—not to 
praise him. A little after the rosy 
dawn of the early part of this present 

century, in fact about 1820, the late Julius Cz- 
sar Slosh was born of poor but honest parents, 
who both died afterwards in their own beds. 
Endowed with no ancestors worth speaking of, 
he departed but yesterday from our midst, with 
no progeny t? brood over or lament. He let 
posterity take care of itself. Mr. Slosh was em- 
phatically a man of the most remarkable genius 
of any of those who have ever sat in Congress. 
But he is now no more. He rarely spoke in 
the halls of legislation, but when he did, there 
was none left able to reply tohim. A pure, 
towering moral character he rose in the morn- 
ing, and lay down at night wrapped in his own 
spotless individual originality. Calumny fied 
from his touch as from the spear of Ithuriel 
fled far the false fiend of an ever-burning hell. 
Widows and orphans loved him, for he often 
visited them (see Genesis 5th and roth), but 
let not his left hand know what his right 
hand did for them. When the gloomy pall of 
night struck the hour for retiring, many a time 
and oft have I seen him quietly leaving their 
shadowy door, muffled in his own personal 
overcoat and his mysterious silence. He did 
good by stealth, and blushed to find his name 
in the newspapers. A man of dauntless, indom- 
itable, unwearied erudition, his muscular in- 
tellect grasped, strangled and devoured a sub- 








ject as the measureless boa of the Asian jungles 
seizes its food and assimilates it.in scorn of sur- 
rounding obstacles. 

Virtue, he ever held, was its own reward; it 
needed no monetary recompense or treasury 
appropriation. Virtue falls from the spotless 
white marble pedestal when she stoops for base 
lucre or its gilded equivalent. The vices of 
cities he, of course, knew by sight. As a mat- 
ter of feeling he loved the whole human race. 
He rose far above religious prejudice—also 
about six o’clock, summer: and winter—and 
was a devout, economical and consistent Hu- 
manitarian of good standing. In every point 
a self-made man, and also self-educated, he 
scorned the trammeling rulcs of narrow school- 
men, and when his genius soared on far and 
lofty oratorical flights, he paused not to trim 
her wings with the base rule and exacting com- 
pass of a petty pedant’s syntax or prosody. 
The great human heart that beats in us all was 
created before grammar, as he used to say to 
his calumniators of a hireling press. As a boy 
even. he was eminently just and wise. When 
his boss—for he was educated asa bricklayer— 
said to him, “ Do this,” or ‘* Do that,” Julius 
Ceesar Slosh, the poor man’s friend, would ask, 
“Ts it just ?—is it right ?—is it constitutional ?” 
And if not, it was left undone. 

A man of unparalleled will and sleepless 
energy, he raised himself from the lowest 
rounds of the brickyard to the loftiest summit 
of earthly greatness—he entered the American 
Congress! When the grim assassin Death ap- 
proached and struck him in the Capitol like 
his great namesake, Cesar, he threw his hand 
up, and ejaculating ‘‘ H¢ ta Brutus,” died with 
the draperies of his couch about him, forever- 
more lamented. In expiring of pleuro-pneu- 
monia of an acute, chronic type, he leaves be- 
hind him a nation in tears, and. many widows 
in the deepest robes of affliction (handkerchief), 
His body has been embalmed in a casket of 
imperishable renown, and will leave by the 
7:40 train for that bourne from whence no tra- 
veler ever returns. He will be buried in the 
Land of the Setting Sun, where he played, a 
happy child, long years ago, totally ignorant of 
this fate that has awaited him in oblivion. 
Wrap the starry banner around him till the last 
angel shall sound his trump with the motto he 
loved so well—the motto of mee own beloved 
land—‘‘ E piuribus Unum, now and forever, 
one and inseparable!” [Note.—Twenty thou- 
sand copies ordered by Congress. ] 








BRINGING IT HOME TO THE BIDDIES. 
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LENT, 


Now’comes. the season sasheii and set apart’ 

For meatless dinners and religious thought ; 

The purse-strings of the public are drawn taut, 
Dul! is what poets call the busy mart. mart.”’ 

Now for the maiden of the young man’s heart 

Less freely is the theatre-ticket bought. 

Now does the colored waiters, fishball-fraught, 
Through the dime-restaurant busily skim and dart. 
And now retires the milliner, to dréam' : : 

Of Easter bonnets when the fast is through, 

And the first Spring pea bursts its emerald pod: 
While fair mermaidens in the North Gulf Stream, 
Blush as the azure grows more deeply blue 
es , perpbenons lamentations of. sd Cod. 


r 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


LXXVIII, 


LENT AND PEDES- 
TRIANISM. 


Ya-as aw, now, at 
the pwesent time, 
there is a perfect 
cwaze for pedes- 
twianism, faw 
wagers, yer know. 
Everwybody walks, 
men, women and 
small childwen. 

Jack and I have 
not been giving the mattah any considerwable 
amount of .attention, because we have been in 
such extwaordinarwy wequest by New York 
fashionable people who quite appweciate our 
honorwing their wesidences with our pwesence 
at varwious descwiptions of entertainments. 

It’s Lent now, yer'see, and it’s quite the cor- 
wect thing for people who don’t care a wap 
or a bwass farthing about the weligious ar- 
wangemerit to pwetend to be desperwately 
pious, because they have an opportunity of 
westing a little, and are enabled to wecuper- 
wate and be pwepared faw maw fwivolity when 
the six weeks are ovah. 

Aw I don’t especially object to the Woeman 
Catholics going in for this sort of thing wigidly 
—aw it’s all wight—but aw cahn’t see why Amer- 
wican Pwotestants should worwy themselves 
about it. 

Amerwicans cahn’t have a wegular Church 
of England he-ah, because this countwy isn’t 
England, yer know, and no fellaw evah heard 
of a Church of Amerwica. 

Therefore, ye see, Amerwican Pwotestant 
Episcopal people taking any twouble about 
Lent is, aftah wall;.only a copy of the weal 
thing as it is done in Gweat Bwitain—although 
it is always, as 1 fwequently wemark, d-d-devil- 
ish, flatterwing to a fellaw to find that the most 
cherwished institutions of his countwy are en- 
shrwined in the hearts of Amerwicans who are 
desirwous of being considered good form. 

Jack has aw just wead what I have witten, 
and thinks the subject is not a verwy good in- 
twoduction to pedestwianism. Haw, haw!— 
not bad, by Jove! I nevah do twy to wite any- 
thing that can be considered corwect accord- 
ing to wegular wules and wegulations. If I 
did, I should soon dwift into the indifferwent 
style of those horwid literwarwy and newspapah 
men, and I don’t want to do that, yer know, at 
any pwice. 1 wathah wejoice in the pwivilege 
—a sort of woving commission—to say what I 
please without weferwence to any other fellaw’s 
feelings. 

But. apwopos of pedestwianism, it isn’t the 
most wavishing sight in the worwld to see sev- 
erwal females in short dwesses and widing- 
whips in their hands walking wound and wound 
ce twack,” as they call it he-ah, and then we- 
tirwing faw.a bwief’perwiod, only to walk 











wound “and we again with wenewed in- 
cweased: or deeweased vigor => nie de- 
cweased. y 
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Aw men do this kind of thing, too, but then 
their pedestwian feats are not nearly so inter- 
westing as ‘hose of the fairwer cweatures. 

I nevah went to such a peculiah entertain- 
ment at home; but in this countwy they make 


| such a dweadful fuss of everwything that it is 


bwought undah a fellaw’s notice, and he is 


obliged to see whatevah is twanspirwing, just 


to get wid» of all the people who baw you 
about it. 

We went to a building on Fifth Avenue—I 
don’t wecollect the numbah of the stweet—I 
believe the place was formerly a carwiage we- 
positorwy. 

When we weached the first floor, we observed 
a'descwiption of wace-course wailed off, and a 
lot of sawdust and othah stuff stwewed wound it. 

There were a numbah of individuals stand- 
ing about and severwal chairs. ‘Thrwee or four 
fellaws were sitting at a table witing in books, 
and anothah fellaw amused himself by winging 
a bell apparwently whenevah his spirwit moved 
him. And aw, by the way, anothah fellaw 
turned wound. a circular canvas wheel we- 
volving on its axletwee, attached to floor and 
ceiling, with. some numbahs on it, except that 
on one section it said something about a 
“last lap.”. Wondah what the d-deuce a lap 
can be? No fellaw, especially a female, can 
make a lap when she’s walking; must sit to do 
that, yer know. 

There were some blackboards with a lot of 
chalk-marks—quite hierwoglyphics to me. 

Then the bell wung again, and there myster- 
wiously appeared on the wace-course an ex- 
twemely unpwepossessing female with disagwee- 
able looking legs and unattwactive feet. 

She looked miserwable in her tawdwy dwess, 
and was verwy lame in her wight leg. She was 
led by a fellaw who, I suppose, was her twainer. 

When she had stwuggled wound the wailed 
woad, the bell wung and she disappeared. 

Aftah maw winging, anothah female came 
on the twack, this time a wathah spwightly and 
not at all bad-looking cweature aw, quite 
bwight and pwetty She walked with a spwingy 
gait, and had well-shaped calves and ankles— 
in fact aw, legs—with jolly stockings aw; quite 
a contwast to the othah cweature. 

I felt horwidly bawed, and weally could 
stand verwy little of such species of wecwea- 
tion. Cahn’t understand how even ordinarwy 
people can endure looking at it. 

These women, I was informed, were walking 
a thousand miles in a thousand minutes, or 
something of that sort, and invarwiably bweak 
down. The pwopwietor, though, always has 
an extwa supply on hand. 

The wules are verwy abitwarwy. ‘The walk- 
ers are never allowed to take a nap of maw 
than thrwee or four minutes durwation. 

Aw don’t think I shall evah twy to walk faw 
a wager aw. 








BrRENTANO’S Aguatic Monthly and Sporting 
Gazetteer will appear in April, under the edi- 
torship of Mr. C. A. Peverelly. If liberality 
in name will insure its success, the new sport- 
ing journal is destined to be popular. Its object 
is to “ reflect a faithful chronicle of yachting, 
rowing, athletics, the rifle, base-ball, cricket, 
and all creditable pastimes by field and water,” 
and among the reflectors are to be Messrs. 
** Devoted Oarsman,” “‘ Long Tom,” “‘ William 
Wood,” “ Podgers, «Blue jeomas *°S.. M, 
Taylor, and Mr. Etc. 





AT the supper of the’ I Bali of the 


Cooks’ Association, recently given in Philadel-’ 


phia, the piéce:de résistance of the dessert was 
entitled ‘‘ Surprises 4 la Puck, pour Dames.” 
Which shows that Mr. Charles Junker, the emi- 
nent ¢hef, is not only a gastronome of taste, but 
a man ‘who has a keen appreciation of charac- 
tér. . He seems to have got Puck down fine. 





OUT-EVARTSING EVARTS. 





Mr. E..iott F. SHEPHARD is one of those 
smug would-be aristocratic political lawyers, 
who is under the impression that thete.is finer 
texture in his composition than in ordinary 
mortals in the same line of business. 

This is the kind of man who never opens 
his mouth without putting his foot in it, as his 
recent letter to the N. Y. Suz on the meetings 
of the Aldermanic Law Committee unmistak- 
ably shows. 

We shall content ourselves for the present, 
by reprinting one of Mr. Elliott F. Shephard’s 
short paragraphs without making any remarks 
on his elegant style: 

“I should have so submitted, except for a 
sense of professional responsibility — having 
been since 1873, in connection with four other 
lawyers, charged by the City Bar Association 
to. see that our confused and contradictory 
mass of city ordinances should be reduced into 
an intelligible code, and the materials thus sent 
in not being such a code, and for the refusal 
of the Common Council to adopt his report, 
and from being strongly urged by various mem- 
bers of the corporation to go on and separately 
complete the work, which I did in about five 
months subsequently to his report, and at great 
expense of time and labor, and some money in 
the purchase of books and the employment of 
necessary assistants.” 








THE THEATRES. 





NrBLo’s GARDEN distinguishes itself by a 
revival of the ‘‘ Black Crook.” This remark- 
able spectacular play seems to be Phcenix- 
like in its vitality. What with an extensive 
ballet, Bonfanti and De Rosa, the lovers of 
leg-itimate drama must surely be satisfied with 
the bill of fare provided for them by Manager 
Starin. 

“‘Engaged,” as prophesied by Puck, has 
proved an immense success. Anyone with 
the slightest sense of humor or satire, who 
neglects to witness it, will be guilty of a sin of 
omission for which we fear we shall never be 
able to give absolution. 

There is a decided improvement in the man- 
ner of performing ‘‘The Sorcerer” at the 
Broapway, and it now makes a capital even- 
ing’s amusement. Of Mr. Bullock, a sacrificial 
offering has been made, in response to popular 
clamor, with the most satisfactory result. ‘I 
Ladroni,” another trifle of Sullivan’s manufac- 
ture, precedes the ‘Sorcerer,’ and forms an 
excellent appetizer for what is to follow. 

Another “Sorcerer” at the Lyceum next 
week. Is the “Sorcerer” going to “‘Pinafore” ? 








Answeys for the Aneions. 





HASELTINE.—She was there. 


Patriotic NEw YORKER.—We insert your poem for 
the public benefit, although we have not made an ex- 
haustive study of the subject of which it treats. 


THE ALDERMANIC PENDING DANGER. 
Mr. Puck, give thy opinion, 

Thou who art no party minion 

Tell us, if you ase aware, 

Has Mr. Fairchild acted fair 

That without the least compunction 

He.put on the Law’s injunction 

On our City Fathers, who 

So useful are to us and you ? 

Those very kind and worthy fellows, 
Whose pay is rather small they tell us, 
They’ re always busy, never idle 

Are their tongues, which they should bridle 
Say if system cumulative 

Is for party, place creative, 

Or is the Law against such scheming 

Or is it a dream of Fairchild’s dreaming 
Either gladly will be 

. The Law or dream when realised, 
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A CHARNEL-HOUSE ORGY. 


‘ 





James Payn IN “ BELGRAVIA.” 





(Concluded.) 


e@ 
7 was all the same to us; so we got out at 


{ Woodford, where the obliging guard in- 
formed us that a conveyance could be pro- 
cured. ‘Such a vehicle it was, too! I am sure the 
honest blacksmith’s cart, in which he drove to 
Chigwell and met the murderer on the way at 
night, would have been a far-more comfortable 
conveyance. The driver, however, professed to 


know the forest well—‘‘ Ay, as well as any man. 


alive,’ he said—so we felt at least that we 
should not be lost in its deep and dusky laby- 
rinths; and also, of course, he knew the May- 
pole. ‘“ It’sa longish step from here, however, 
and it’s not the mzghest inn, by no means, you 
know.” 

We hastened to say that we were not going 
to the Maypole on account of its convenience 
of access, but for the sake of the inn itself. 

‘¢ Well, but it ain’t the des¢ inn, neither,” in- 
sisted he. ‘‘ The folks is roguish as has got it 
just now, and they’re about to leave, too, which 
makes ’em worser. I reckon you’d be happier 
like, especially with the lady, at the Druid’s 
Head.” 

I confess this information a little staggered 
me; but “the lady” being of opinion that a 
spice of personal danger would make the ex- 


pedition more agreeable than otherwise, as giv-' 


ing us, perhaps, some experience of outlaw life 
in the merry greenwood, was by no means dis- 
turbed by it. Her husband, who was not so 
devoted to literature as to be oblivious of prac- 
tical matters, inquired whether we could dine 
at the Maypole. 

‘Oh, yes, you can dine,” was the reply, de- 
livered with what 1 thought unnecessary em- 
phasis. 

“Well, you see, my good man, we don’t 
want to sleep there,” said I, cheerfully. 

He nodded, and I could not help confessing 
to myself that there was that in his nod which 
seemed to say, ‘‘ And very lucky for you.” 


“ Now, there’s the Druid’s Head,” said he, : 


as, passing through a quaint old fashioned vil- 
lage, he pointed out a very modest house of 
entertainment. But we took sinall notice of 
his remark, since, as it happened, my lady 
friend had just produced a copy of the first 
edition of “ Barnaby Rudge” (which she had 
brought with her to refresh her memory), and 
was calling our attention to the frontispiece, 
by Cattermole, illustrative of the Maypole it- 
self. Within a mile or so, as we had been in- 
formed, we should come in sight of that fine 
old hostelrie, the picturesqueness of which 
would doubtless, by the hand of intervening 
time, be increased rather than otherwise since 
the great painter drew it. The idea filled us 
all three with great excitement, and, thanks to 
the eager Epping air, we were also looking for- 
ward to dinner. We already pictured ourselves 
in a vast apartment of carved oak, or one per- 
haps hung with moth-eaten tapestry, on one 
side the huge fireplace with its old-fashioned 
“dogs,” on the other the mullioned window 
(not that all of us quite knew what “‘mullioned” 
was) with its diamond panes, against which the 
playful creepers tapped. We saw the portly 
host respectfully bearing in the lordly sirloin 
and placing it on the groaning board; we saw 
—But here the driver pulled up short in the 
dusty road, and, pointing with his whip across 
the hedge, exclaimed, ‘‘ That there’s the May- 
pole.” 

Our eyes searched the leafy distance for the 
gabled ends, the twisted chimneys, the lichen- 
covered antique roof of old Joha Willett’s 


dwelling. Our literary.lady placed her hand | 


upon her heart, as though to restrain its pulsa- 
tions, The moment was supreme. - 
“*T guess I don’t see it now,” observed her 
husband. 
“It’s plain enough, anyways,” said the 
driver. 
And it certainly was—very plain. Close to 
us, just on the other side of the hedge, was the 
ugliest, commonest, newest, white-washedest 
railway beer-house—for it was so small that it 
could not be called an inn at all—I ever be- 
held. A door in the middle; a window on 
each side, and two above them; in the front a 
strip of ragged turf; behind, a yard. Not a 
tree sheltered it. The summer sun beat down 
upon its unporched front, and displayed all its 
deformity in hideous detail. Out of the lower 
windows leaned various heads, surmounted by 
fur caps and crumpled ‘‘ wide-awakes,” the pro- 
— of which surveyed us in bucolic won- 
er. 

**I do really believe that this 7s the May- 
pole,”’ said I, despairingly. 

“It cannot, cannot be,” said my lady friend. 
Her tone suggested a solemn remonstrance ad- 
dressed to the government of the universe: 
things could never have come to such a pass, 
it seemed to convey, under a beneficent scheme 
of creation. ‘‘ You don’t mean that this is 
Dickens’s, my man,”’ continued she, addressing 
the driver in a conciliatory tone—‘“‘ the inn of 
‘ Barnaby Rudge’ ?” 

He took off his hat and scratched his head, 
which seemed to afford him little relief; he 
was evidently at a nonplus. ‘“ Well, ma’am, 
the fact is, this here inn, though it ain’t a-been 
built more than these four years, is always 
changing hands. A Rudge, I believe, did 
have it; but he was Bill Rudge, and not Bar- 
naby. As to the other landlord’s name as you 
mentioned, / never heerd on it.” 

“‘ This is shocking,” said the lady, looking at 
me. ‘‘ The ingnorance of your fellow-country- 
men—”’ 

‘* It’s not in natur’, ma’am,” interrupted the 
man, stung by this observation, ‘‘ that I should 
remember all them landlords’ names, many on 
’em having been here but a month or two, and 
the rent not paid by the half of them even for 
that time. And as to the accommodation, 
didn’t I tell you that you would ha’ been bet- 
ter served at the Druid’s Head ?” 

‘““TIs there no other Maypole, my good man ?” 
inquired I, with the calmness of despair. 

‘“‘ Well, I’ve lived hereabout, man and boy, 
these fifty year, and I never Aeerd 0’ one.” 

I looked at my transatlantic guests, and they 
looked at me, and then we all three burst out 
laughing. To have come so far, and with such 
changings and inconvenience, and so very un- 
comfortably, in order to arrive at this ridicu- 
lous pot-house, struck us all three in so humor- 
ous a light, that we fairly roared with laughter. 
The dreadful people in the Maypole parlors 
waved their beer mugs at us and laughed also 
in an idiotic fashion. The driver thought we 
were laughing at him, and in sulky tones in- 
quired where we would please to be driven to 
now. 

“Oh,” I said, “since there is no Maypole, at 
least let us see the Forest. Drive into the For- 
est.” 

“This is the Forest,” answered he, waving 
his whip about in a vague manner, All about 
us were fields and lanes, a cow or two, and a 
dog asleep, a hen and chickens in the white 
road, and a horse-trough. 

‘Good heavens!” cried I, ‘‘ are you making 
game of us? Where are the deer, the trees, 
the ‘ boundless contiguity of shade’ ?” 

‘‘I never heerd of no deer, except the one 
as they brings down in a cart to ’unt o’ Easter- 
Monday. ‘There’s trees enuff, aren’t there? I 
dunno what you wants, not 1.” 

The man was evidently getting very angry, 





and the more so since my American friends, 
who were fortunately very good-natured, and 
had a keen sense of humor, had by this time 
become speechless with mirth. That there 
should be not only no Maypole at Chigwell, 
but also no forest at Epping, was something tvo 
exquisitely ludicrous, 
“T insist,” said I, “ upon being shown a for- 
est. You are deceiving us, driver. [ have 
known a gentleman who speaks in the highest 
—o of Epping Forest and the view from its 
ill.” 
‘Ah, you must mean ’Igh Beech,” said he. 
“Very likely. Then drive us to High 
Beech.” 
“ Well, it’s nigh upon seven miles away.” 
“I don’t care if it’s seventy!” cried I, indig- 
nantly. ‘“‘ Drive on.” 
I felt that my country would be disgraced in 
the eyes of my transatlantic friends if that for- 
est was not discovered. And after an intermi- 
nable drive we arrived at High Beech. This 
was a cluster of trees upon a highish hill, and 
really commanded a splendid view; but the 
fact is, 1, for my part, was by that time too 
hungry to appreciate views. There is a meta- 
phorical phrase commonly applied to children 
who help themselves to more than they can eat 
—‘‘ Your eye is bigger than your stomach;” 
and the reverse of that expression was now ap- 
plicable to our little party. Our eye, even if it 
could have rested upon Cattermole’s Maypole 
(which I don’t believe ever existed), would have 
been no longer satisfied; another organ re- 
quired sustenance, and cried, ‘‘ Dinner.” 

“Is there any decent inn near here, my man, 
where we can dine ?”” demanded I. 

‘* Well, there’s the Druid’s Head and the 
Maypole—” . 

“I said near here,” I interrupted, fiercely; 
“and never let me hear the names of those 
two hateful inns again.” 

“Well, wot do "ee say to the Stars and 
Stripes ?” 

“Come,” said I, cheerfully, “‘ here is a com- 
pliment to the American flag. Has it a garden, 
my man? and is it clean and comfortable ?” 

“‘ It ’ave a garden,” rejoined the driver, cau- 
tiously; and on he drove. 

I will not harrow the gentle reader’s heart by 
describing that inn. It was larger than the 
Maypole, but, if possible, uglier, and it was 
full of those gentry who, we had been warned, 
had preceded us “‘ out a-foresting.”” Nearly the 
whole thousand must have been at that inn. 
Over what-we ate and how we ate it I draw a 
discreet veil, and also over the return journey. 
The getting back to the East End of London 
was even worse than the departure from it had 
been. Once, after actually arriving there, we 
found ourselves in a strange railway station, 
which, it seems, was the direct one for Epping, 
and we got very nearly taken back there, the 
bare idea of which was more ridiculous to us 
than can be described. ; 

If we didn’t absolutely enjoy that day of fail- 
ures, I am quite sure that no three people ever 
laughed more within the space of twelve hours. 
Some people are said “ never to move a mus- 
cle” when they indulge in laughing, and I wish 
that had been my case, for I strained a muscle 
in my back during an aggravated fit of it. 
Once at home, I was fortunately enabled to of- 
fer my friends a decent meal, and we were 
very glad to get it. But supper never agrees 
with me. I had a dreadful dream that night, 
in which Mrs, Gamp appeared to me. She 
was driving me in a one-horse chaise, and held 
her famous umbrella in her hand in vlace of a 
whip. 

‘‘ Where, madam,” inquired I, respectfully, 
‘is the Maypole Inn ?” 

She pulled up, and looked me steadily and 
severely in the face, just as on a certain memo- 
rable occasion she once comforted Betsy Prig. 
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‘** Young man,” said she, “‘ I don’t believe as 
there is any such place,” 

And, upon my honor, I agree with her. 

The reflection made by my lady friend upon 
this wonderful adventure was, I thought, very 
characteristic of her sex: ‘ I wonder what that 
guard could have thought of us, who imagined 
us to be bound for the Maypole as it really is!” 











Wuo will Caffre England now?— Chicago 
Tribune. 


It is wicked to steal even another man’s lie. 
—Rochester Express. 


THE small-boy is never proud of his tore 
clothes.—FPittsburgh Telegraph. 


CINCINNATI is not the Paris of America. 
It is the Ham-burg.— Canton Repository. 


Is there a paid fire department in the other 
world or not ?— Wheeling Leader. 


BEEs are said to be a preventive of small-pox, 
being a sort of waxy-nation.— Yonkers Gazette, 


Anp now California talks of seceding. If it 
does go, we hope it will still be a Pacific slope. 
— Boston Transcript. 


Tuey hang men so scientifically in Ohio that 
the culprit doesn’t know his head is off till he 
tries to sneeze.— Camden Post. 


Ir any man doubts that resumption is a fact, 
we refer him to the the lining of his trousers 
pockets.— Bridgeport Standard, 


ALone exhibition. A poor female of thirty 
years or thereabouts who has never received an 
offer of marriage.— Albany Argus. 


It’s bad enough for the niece to eat it, but 
it’s worse to see the antidote on arsenic.—J. Y. 


News. 


THERE is a great demand for a muzzle that 
will fit a man’s nose, and shut out the insinuat- 
ing odor of a three-cent cigar.—Syracuse Times. 


‘©Wuar has become of Edison ?”’ asks the Wil- 
mington Zvery Evening. Hush, don’t give it 
away; he has retired for the present to arrange 
his liver-pad.— Phila. Kronikle- Herald. 


RocueEsTER has an anti-treating society.— Zx. 
In this vicinity aunties have to treat themselves 
or go thirsty. Also mothers-in-law. — Rome 
Sentinel. 

THERE is an unusual activity in the red- 
flannel market. Organ-grinders are ordering 
spring suits for their monkeys.— Phila. Kront- 
kle- Herald. 


Puck is gallantly trying to ride both the 
Democratic and Republican horses. The na- 
tural result is a sort of Dem-i-Rep.-utation.— 
Phila. Bulletin. 


Apropos was positively no relative of the 
famous Edgar Allen Poe. You can take our 
word for that, although it’s hardly a fair-to- 
middling risk.—. Y. News. 


WHEN we are young we waste a great deal of 
time in imagining what we will do when we 
grow older, and when we are old we waste an 
equal amount of time in lying about what we 
did when we were young—in telling about the 
cold winters and troubles experienced in gain- 
ing our knowledge.— Derrick. 





Two Philadelphia actresses who have no dia- 
monds are quite proud to think they have at 
least been robbed of their gold watches.— Buf. 
Exp. 


Suppose that baby-carts do injure the baby’s 
health. Doesn’t the baby have his revenge 
when night comes and the paregoric is down- 
stairs ?—Detroit Free Press. 


Every Londoner carries an umbrella, and 
would as soon think of going out without the 
back of his head as without it.— Bailey's Eng- 
land from a Back Window. 


Bob Ingersoll will never be an L. L. D. — X. 
Y. Herald, 

According to his own belief he will never be 
D—d.— Boston Bulletin. 


In polite society it’s not reckoned the cor- 
rect thing to ask a lady if she has been eating 
onions for supper, but you can keep away from 
her all the same.—S. /. Wasp. 


TAKE good care of your minutes, ours will 
take care of themselves.— Fuck. “Sixty seconds 
make a minute,” and they also make a law in 
our Legislature.— Wheeling Leader. 


THE man who carries a cane while riding in 
a street car has a better opportunity of display- 
ing his sleeve buttons than the man who carries 
his hands in his pockets.— Court Jourhal, 


Ir we were asked to describe in poetry a man 
confined to the house with fever and ague we 
should say “‘The Prisoner of Chillon’” would 
just about do it.— Bridgeport Standard. 


A SixTH-STREET grocer found an egg ina 
lot just received from the country, with a land- 
scape photographed on the shell, but he doesn’t 
know where the scene was laid.—Cin. Sat. 
Night. 


Mary says she was a little down in the mouth 
when John kissed her the other evening. It is 
needless to refer to what John calls his mous- 
tache. It is really of no consequence, you 
know.— Boston Transcript. 


THE whitewash coat made for Robeson was 
intended for an ulster. But it is so thin that 
one can see the black coat under it, and it is 
awfully loose. In fact, it makes Robeson look 
more awkward than ever.— Boston Post. 


THERE was a tide in the affairs of Noah, 
taken at the flood, which did not lead on to 
glorious fortunes, though the patri-ark managed 
to keep his head above water, and save “the 
only complete collection of wild and trained 
animals in the world.” — Mew Orleans Picayune. 


THE last rays of the setting sun were shining 
on the gilded frame of a mirror before which 
a young fop had been standing for hours, try- 
ing to arrange a refractory tie, when he ex- 
claimed, ‘‘Aha, at last it’s even-tied!”—Aack- 
ensack Republican. 


A NEw work is entitled ‘‘ How to Play Poker 
Profitably,” but we don’t suppose it has*yet 
found its way into our Sunday-school libraries. 
All children should learn early in life how to 
profitably apply a poker to the fire. —JVorris- 
town Herald. 


THE forty-seventh paragraph winding up 
with “ hardly ever” was brought in this morn- 
ing. We told the author that we never printed 
such jokes. ‘‘ What, never?” he asked. “No, 
never!’* ‘What, never?” ‘ Well —no — 
NEVER!” “O, well,” he said, “I'll send it 
to a New York paper. They print two or three 
dozen such paragraphs per day.” — Morr. He- 
rald, 

She curled hair-lip as she recoiled, 
And muttered: ‘Which is switch? 

Dost wish this ’ere blonde to you— 
This snood design so rich !’ 


— Hackensack Republican, 





A younGc man who was kicked off the front 
door step while endeavoring to serenade his 
girl, by her enraged papa, was too cautious to 
call him an old pirate, but he didn’t hesitate to 
designafe him as a free-booter.— Cincinnati 
Saturday Night. . 


Mrs; JuLia A. Moore, the Sweet Singer of 
Michigan, says she has not suffered flattery to 
turn her head, for she knows that the critics 
which praises her the loudest is the same ones 
as praises Longfellow; and ’taint likely there is 
two poets to once.—San Francisco Argonaut. 

A NEw PRESTON man, not caring to wait until 
the banana season, stepped on an apple and 
broke “his leg.—Danbury News. If it had 
banana other than a New Preston man he would 
probably have apple-ied to the court for damages 
against the corporation. (No _ bouquets.)— 
Rome Sentinel. 

HE was just about putting out the gas before 
retiring, when his room-mate, already in bed, 
exclaimed, ‘“‘ What Aave you got on?” ‘ Why, 
you see,” was the answer, “‘ my wife forgot to 
pack my night-shirt, and I’ve impovrished one 
out of my duster.” —Causeur in Boston Tran- 
script. 

Tue French soldier is to have gray trouserss 
instead of red hereafter.— Boston Daily Adv. 
We presume he would prefer almost anything 
to a red hereafter; but is the bifurcate garment 
to be changed to gray in compliment to Presi- 
dent Gray-V ?—Pihila. Bulletin. 


HIRSUTE SUITED HER. 
She wrung her hands and tore her hair 
With feelings not benign; 
And when up-braided by her friends, 
Exclaimed, ‘This hair is mine!’ 
— Claude de Haven. 
THERE was a young man from Chicago, 
It was strange how he did make his jaw go, 
One nice day he did to his pa go, 
Saying, ‘‘ Really, father, does ma know 
lf for crime and deceit 
Any city can beat 
This windy old town of Chicago ? 


‘* If you know, dear father, now tell me, 
Your own son William — you well may. 
Don’t be an old fogy, and ‘sell’ me, 
Or get on your ear and assail me.” 
But his father was tight, 
And puffed at his pipe, 
Articulating ‘‘ Wilhelmj.” 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 
How ’bout dot Sherman Mission, 
Dhey dalk so much aboudt? 
I don’d vant der bosition, 
Und dink id was blayed oudt; 
Ameer shoke I subbose id vas, 
So dake some oder man; 
I don’d could go to Shermany, 
Bud, maype, Yakcob Khan. 
— Yawceob Strauss in Boston Traveller. 


WHEN an Afghan in the market-place asks 
a price for an article, he will never take less, 
and the most innocent child may buy as 
cheaply as the shrewdest grown person. Please 
tell us no -more about the virtues of these 
heathens; let us hope that they will be over- 
looked on the day of settlement and not 
brought up against their civilized brethren.— 
Rochester Express. i 


A MEDICAL journal advises its readers ‘ not 
to yell when frightened, as it only increases 
terror; keep control of yourself and do some- 
thing to calm your nerves.” That’s the doc- 
trine. It you find the house is on fire, don’t 
jump up and yell loud enough to bring all the 
fire companies from the neighboring towns to 
the spot, but just sit down, take up a last year’s 
almanac and read it calmly through. By the 
time you finish it, you will perceive there is no 
necessity for yelling, as the fire will either have 
gone out or burned the house down.— Derrick. 
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TRIOLET. 


Pretty Ophelia King 

Is a fairy who plays the fiddle. 
My fondest thoughts oft wing 
To pretty Ophelia King; 
But give me the gay dar-ling 

Who plays on the buckwheat griddle. 
Pretty Ophelia King 

Is a fairy who playeth the fiddle. 

NV. Y. News. 





A STARTLING PHENOMENON. 


A NEW ARGUMENT IN FAVOR OF THE THEORY OF NA. 
; ‘TURAL SELECTION, 


Among the passengers on the Lake Shore 
train this morning was a scientific old gentle- 
man who said he owned a farm on the shores 
of Lake Pepin, the head waters of the Missis- 
sippi, in Minnesota. ‘he old gentleman said 
he was going through to New York with seve- 
ral alligators caught in that lake. Knowing 
that Lake Pepin in Minnesota, covered as it is 
with ice for seven months in the year, was ra- 
ther a cold latitude for alligators, our reporter 
was curious to know more of the strange phe- 
nomenon. ‘The old gentleman went on to ex- 
plain that the alligators were quite common in 
the lake, and that the inhabitants usually 
caught them through holes in the ice with 
hooks baited with young kittens. 

“Then you haveseen a good many of them ?” 
inquired our reporter. 

‘Oh, yes, thousands of them. I have nine 
large ones now in the frieght car.” 

“« What prevents them from freezing in that 
cold latitude ?” asked our reporter. 

‘© Oh, they are covered with thick fur like 
seals. ‘They are winter alligators and only 
make their appearance in very cold weathe:.” 

‘¢ Winter alligators, you say ?” 

“Yes, winter alligators. It is thought by 
Minnesota naturalists that these alligators 
lodged in Lake Pepin during the warm period 
of the world’s history, when the mammoth and 
ithosticus lived in Montana—and that as the 
seasons grew colder nature provided them with 
fur. ‘The alligator is a tough animal, and the 
fact that he should live in northern waters when 
less hardy ithosticus and mammalia became 
extinct, is good proof of Darwin’s theory of 
the ‘ survival of the fittest.’ Nature, you see, 
provides for any emergency. ‘Thus when the 
seasons changed from the muscatory or testal 
period into the glacial period, the fur on the 
alligator took the place of scales. Would you 
1 ke to look at the ten fur-clad alligators I have 
in the freight car ?” 

Our reporter said he would. As he walked 
along up the track towards a row of box cars 
he asked the scientific old gentleman to please 
give him his name. 

‘““My name,” said the old man, “is Eli 
Per——” 

The funeral of our reporter will take place 
to-morrow at three P.M. No flowers.—Cieve- 
land Plaindealer. 


‘““Wuat sort of a pain proceeds from the 
hat-rack ?”” asks Puck. Why, a sub-tile pain, 
to be sure.—/%ila. Kronikie-Herald. Sham 
pain, of course.—Boston Post. 


‘*Wuat does your husband do?” asked the 
census man. “‘ He ain’t doin’ nothing at this 
time of the year,” replied the young wife. ‘“‘Is 
he a pauper?” asked the census man. She 
blushed scarlet to the ears. ‘‘ Law, no!” she 
exclaimed, somewhat indignantly. ‘ We ain’t 
been married more’n six weeks.” Then the 
census man threw down his book and rushed 
out into the depths of the gloomy forest, and 
caught hold of a white oak tree three feet 
through to hold himself up by.— Hawkeye. 





WE cannot understand why a dentist persists 
in asking questions of a patient whose mouth 
is filled with a napkin, a sheet of rubber, seve- 
ral clamps, three fingers and that horrible in- 
strument of torture, the revolving drill. —Hack- 
ensack Republican, 


A woMAN cured her husband of staying out 
late at night by going to the door when he 
came home and whispering through the key- 
hole, ‘‘ Is that you, Willie?” Her husband’s 
name is John, and he stays at home every night 
now, and sleeps with one eye open and a re- 
volver under his pillow. — Syracuse Standard. 


Puck has commenced a series of portraits 
of prominent Americans under the title of 
“ Puck’s PANTHEON.” Instead of beginning 
the series “‘ No 1,” it commences at cipher— 
by giving a portrait of S.J. Tilden. To begin 
at zero and go up is perhaps the wisest plan. — 
Norristown Herald. 


‘* WHERE do you expect to go when you die, 
young man?” said a minister sternly to an un- 
godly scoffer. ‘‘I expect,” was the reply, “‘ to 
the grave, but the chances are that 1’ll pull up 
in some blamed medical college or other.”” The 
preacher retired to write a sermon on the flip- 
pancy of the times.— Zo/edo Commercial. 


Puck wants to know “ what will be done 
with a Chinese baby born on board ship, if the 
full complement of fifteen is already on the 
list.” Here is certainly an important question. 
The captain of a Pacific steamer must needs be 
a man that can forecast the future with as 
much accuracy as he takes his nautical observa- 
tions.— ew Haven Register. 


A GENTLEMAN in Rochester having had a 
very bad headache for some time, paid atten- 
tion to finding out the cause, and the following 
having been evolved, he feels nuch better: 

‘‘ What is the difference between the Gra- 
mercy Park recluse and the Californian agi- 
tator?” ‘Tilden said: ‘‘ The shy nephew must 
go, while ‘ Dennis’ shouts that it is the (shy 
niece) Chin.se must go.”—Rochester Express. 


SpeakinG of Grant’s recent visit to Dublin, 
a London letter to the New York Z7ibune says: 
‘* The rooms where once sat the Irish House of 
Lords and the Irish House of Commons were 
visited, but the General preserved the same icy 
indifference. He looked on them as if he had 
never heard of an Irish House of Commons.” 
And you may bet the last of your Confederate 
currency that he never had.— Louisville Courier- 
Journal, 


A MAN was arrested in Philadelphia a few 
days ago for stealing ten baskets. It is strongly 
suspected that he is an editor, and was simply 
laying in a stock of baskets for the reception 
of rejected “‘ beautiful spring” poetry. He 
had better printed ten thousand poems on 
spring than to have stolen ten baskets, but you 
can’t make his subscribers see it in a similar 
light. They would much rather that he would 
stéal ten thousand baskets than to print ten 
“spring” poems.—lVorr. Herald. 


One of those heartless iconoclasts who want 
to overturn existing organizations, and reduce 
us to the condition of the Dutch and of the 
Venetians, ruthlessly strikes out at a cherished 
British institution. He writes: Scene—Hotel 
Cluny. Dramatis Persone—A party of Cook’s 
tourists, or to use the American, ‘‘ Cookies,” 
personally conducted. Guide: “ This is the 
bath of Julian the Apostate.” Male Cookie: 
“Who was Julian?” Feminine Cookie (in 
beef-eater hat and ulster, disgusted at his igno- 
rance): “ Don’t you know?—we had some of 
his soup at dinner yesterday; he invented it.” 
M.C.: “Oh, I know Julian, we used to go 
long ago to his concerts at Covent Garden.” 
Guide collapses, and calls up the next witness. 
—London Thrift. 


THE paragrammatic mantle of Counsel George 
Catlin has evidently fallen on ‘“Wade Whipple” 
of the Yonkers Gazefée. Hear him: The 
tramp who entered pur sanctum the other day 
and said he was a live lord, became a lie floored, 
indeed, before he left.— WV. Y. News. 


Wuat shall the “Painting of the Future” be? 
is the all-engrossing question now-a-days. We 
are not at all particular as long as she doesn’t 
rest her cheek on our shoulder. We don’t 
want our best coat all dusted with “lily-white.” 
—New Haven Register. 


_THE popular conundrum, ‘What are the 
wild waves saying?” is shorn of its terrors. 
Last night, in a moment of inspiration, it oc- 
curred to us that they are merely discussing 
the current topics.— Boston Fost. 

WHEN a Philadelphia woman found that 
some one had stolen her wash-tub, it took half 
an hour to convince her that Robeson hadn’t - 
sold it for an old gunboat.—Fhila. Kronikie- 
Herald. 


“SMILE when you can,” is the advice of a 
poet; and when you can smile at anybody else’s 
expense, be sure to do it.—Mew Haven Regis- 
ter. 








CAN CATARRH BE CURED? 

We say it can, even the worst cases. Testimonials by the 
hundreds prove it has been done by the use of POND'S EX- 
TRACTS The value of our Extract in all Catarrhal affections 
has inducedus to prepare a remedy. 

POND’S EXTRACT CATARRH CURE, 
especially adapted to diseases of the nasal organ. The base of 
this preparation is POND’S EXTRACT in combination with 
other well-known ingredients, which makes it the best, surest, 
safest and quickest cure for the diseases for whichit is intended. 
Price, 75 cents. Our Nasal Syringe for applying the cure is of 
great value. Price only 25 cents. 

Prepared by the POND’S EXTRACT CO., New York and 
London. Sold by druggists and at 98 Maiden Lane. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweelen the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SUZOVUNT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


De®: J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS’ 
WORLD RENOWNED 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS. 


This most invigorating tonic is justly celebrated for its exquisite 
flavor and extraordinary MEDICAL virtues. 

Sold by all principal druggists, grocers and liquor dealers. 

jJ. W. entin; Sole Agent for the United States, 51 Broadway, 
New York. P. O, Box, 2010.—Geo. Wuppermann, Manager. 


FRACRANT VANITY FAIR. 


A NEW CIGARETTE gotten upin honor of the Paris Award. 
Each Cigarette bears cut of the Paris Medal and brand, Parisian - 
style. Our Totacco and Cigarettes are better than ever, and 
unsurpassed for Purity, Delicacy and Excellence. Special size 
ese, with any NAME, MONOGRAM, CREST or DE- 
SIGN, to order, at $5 for 500. py on receipt 
of poctoge stamp. Samples of our Asthmatic and 
Catarrh Cigarettes, cach, 25¢. by mail. Peer vess To- 
M. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


A CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. | 
will send a recipe that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE, This 
_ remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 

end a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Josern T. INMAN, 
Station D, Biste House, New York Crry. 


ri 


PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays unly. 








Bacco Works. 














HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
672 Standard English Books e 


AT OUR PRICE. 
75,276 Mi 


scellaneous American Books. 


AT YOUR, PRICE. 
AT ANY PRICE. 








* § Catal ture free. 
LEGCAT BROTHERS, 


kman St., near new Post Office, 
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VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 
IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 
DEALERS IN_AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


AND ALL KINDS OF JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 
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CIGAR ETTE | 


ALL HAVANA T OBACCO| 


“THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Manufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholatery, Decorations, «c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE., 8. E. Cor, 59th St., 
gee BOWERY, above Housten St. 
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OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 B. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 

Whole and Purtial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
ms eg pene without pain, so as to erve them for life with 
— jold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00, Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Textu, Open Evenings and Sundays. 














DENTAL OFFICE 


Philippine Diefenbach - Truchsess, 
ye nm 
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THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP, 


Complete only $4.69. 
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Aso THe Famous 





Vienna Coffee Pot, 


ALL SIZES, 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, CHINA, GLASS 
CUTLERY, SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15,16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified, Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 





Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. ‘Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 


AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


Principat Depot ror THE 
Unirep STatss: 





808 Broadway, 
NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FUR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Circulars Gratis. 
THE Msor 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





> 
RON aos? 


The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 


The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, <&c., 
of eur own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI, 
CHICAGO, 
ST. LOUIS, 


NEW YORK. 
In Memoriam Brigham Young. 


To supply the demand for the above named 
Illustration, another Edition of the Cartoon 
has been published, and can be obtained from 
any Newsdealer or from the 

Office of Puck, 
13 N. William street. 











SPRING STYLES 


Plain and Fancy Dress 
MATERIALS. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


Are now exhibiting a choice selection of the latest 


NOVELTIES 


In ALL WOOL and SILK and WOOL EFFECTS, 
suitable for FIRST-CLASS RETAIL TRADE, 


ALSO, 
A large stock of the finest 


Cotton Dress Goods, 
French Organdies and Lawns, 
Figured Linen Lawns, 
&C.; &C. 


3 BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 
IMP ORTA TION 


NOUVEAUTES 


Fancy Figured and Plain Colored Silks, 
Checked, Striped and Plain Louisines, 


SATIN FACONNE, ARMURE PEKINS, 
Chintz Satin Stripe Pekins, 
Satin Finish Foulards, Pekin Reps, 
GENUINE PONCEES 
D 


VELVET STRIPE GRENADINES, 


&e., &c., &e, 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


BROADWAY, COR. 19th ST. 


SPRING IMPORTATION 
NOVELTIES 


INDIA SHAWLS 


UNSURPASSED IN 
Quality, Design and Coloring, 


Now offered at 


VERY ATTRACTIVE PRICES. 
ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO., 


Broadway, cor. {9th St., New York. 


IsaacSmith's Umbrellas 


QINGHAML 297 s1< 
QUANAGO, patented 


SILK, paragon frame 
FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 


in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near aoth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


Established A.D. 1802. 
PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
. 








363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


offer great Bargains in 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 
in endless variety at close prices. 


EstTastisugp 1838. 
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COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ § HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near Cortlandt Street, 


NEW YORK. 








L. DE VENOGE, 
41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole Agents for 


: A 
Ayala-Chateau d Ay 
CHAMPAG NES. 

TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
Dietrich & Co., Ruedesheim, Khine Wines. 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & onan, Cognacs,- 
etc., etc. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
IMPORTED IN THE U. S. 








FILING “PUCK” 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE 


PATENT COVERS 





FOR 


Price $1.00, 


13 North William St. 





Can be Supplied on Demand. 


Willmer & Rogers 


31 Beekman St., New York. 




















D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. § 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “ PURITY” AND 
““SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 








Ne connection with any other House in the United States. 








C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P, M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
P. M. $1.00, incl, 34 bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 





ADDRESS: 





NEWS COMPANY, 














Shipping American Wine 
At San Francisco for A. Werner &Co., 


‘B¢ ‘swig z ‘oseg sod {2g ‘send Zz ‘osegued | 


‘gubedweyy Aug b4j}XxJ ,,2dJ0uly,, 





‘*PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medium 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 


PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate. 


SOLE AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 
FOUNDED IN 1836, 
45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 
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*20q 10d O3° 1 SUA Mr “OLS SUA Fx “S$ SpuTa 62$ Sjavnd ‘sosuy uy 





“eSnoH 410}8y 4e0U ‘1g AeBeloueg OC} lV 





FRASH & CO- 
(MANA 








S Champagne on Draught 10 Cts. a Glass. 


10 BARCLAY ST., N. Y. 





NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 


PANTS 00 GONG? 00 copia ccakdaisiiies 0+ cantiiacien $3.00 to $10.00 


SUITS to order ...... ...ssecccceneees «sess e+e$%2.00 tO $40.00 
OVERCOATS to order....... + eseeees. ++ $12.00 upward 


INE .. DOI IZ, 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


No, 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet binding of every description, and Pass books for banks 
a specialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care. 











A Splendid Opportunity To Win A Fortune. 
THIRD GRAND DISTRIBUTION, CLASS C, 
At New Orleans, Tuesday, MAROH 11th, 1879, 106th 
Monthly Drawing. 


Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature of 
the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, for 
the term of Twenty-five Years, to which contract the 
inviolable faith of the State is pledged with a capital of $1,000,000, 
to which it has since added a reserve fund of £350,000, Irs GRAND 
Stncte Numper Distrisution will take place monthly on the 
second Tuesday. IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. Look at the 
following Distribution: 


Capital Prize, $30,000. 


100,000 Tickets At Two Dollars Each. 
. Half-Tickets, One Doilar. 
LIST OF PRIZES. 


z Capital Prize .......ccsevdbaseesecessasicosioen aves $30,000 
zs Capital Pritt... .isscccnccccebecsevccovssccessedscose 10,000 
zt Capital Prize... 0.0.0. -sdecccescccevesscvemese cece 5,000 
2 Prizes of $2,500 5,000 
5 Prizes of 





20 Prizes of 
100 Prizes of 
200 Prizes of 
500 Prizes of 

1000 Prizes of 


g Approximation Prizes of $300......-++sseeeecseceeess 2,700 
9 Approximation Prizes Of 200.... 6/0. iepe+eeeeceeeees 1,800 
9 Approximation Prizes Of 100....s.cseeser sense eeere goo 





1857 Prizes, amounting to..... cold vee’ es Sb Obne bee 0050.4 PERO GeO 

Responsible corresponding agents wanted at all prommhent 
points, to whom a liberal compensation will be paid, 

Application for rates to clubs should only be made to the Home 
Office in New Orleans, 

Write, clearly stating full address, for further information, or 


send orders to 
M. A. DAUPHIN, 
P. 0. Box 692, New Orleans, Louisiana, 
or to MH. .. Plum, 319 Broadway, New York. 


All our Grand Extraordinary Drawings are under the supervision 
and management of GENERALS G, T. BEAUREGARD anp 
JUBAL A, EARLY. 


ROYAL HAVANA LOTTERY 
Grand Extraordinary Drawing, 


TO TAKE PLACE ON 
TUESDAY, APRIL 8th, 1879. 
$2,250,000 DISTRIBUTED. 
Capital Prize: One Million Dollars!! 


Whole Tickets, $200.; Halves, $100,; 
Quarters, soe Bah hs. o3 
Tenths,'820.; Twentieths,810.; Fortieths, $5. 


For particulars address: 


C. VIADERO & CO., Bankers, 








No. 1 New Street, Basement, New York. 
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—s : 4 Ze = aa aan ——~ : : — — LITHOG, 23-25 WARREN ST. -_ 
PICTURE FOR THE TIMES. 
is a monarch of monee, To get away from the crowd that his dollars wauts, 
he is a-paddling o’er the sea, Composed of his sisters and his-cousins and his aunts. 








